THE FATHER OF THE STRAIGHT WAY

well in Macao. He had performed his duty there,
and came back to Blue Valley with something of
saved money and a knowledge of the tailor trade,
which, if need be, he could use to advantage in
supplementing his work in the rice-paddies, the
bean and cotton fields.

To one who knows the looseness of Chinese
morals, this clean home-coming was commendable
and remarkable. The red pleasure lights showing
out on the moon-lit waters of the Praya Q-rande
were as tiny fireflies in their influence on this
youth who was to become the father of one of the
greatest reformers of all time. He was made
of a stuff that made pure home life a model of
duty and ambition. Not for this duty-loving youth
were the lascivious passion-songs of the flower-
boats, the gilded blandishments of the gaming-
houses, and the thick, sweet vapor of the opium
couch. With no God, and with no background of
morality for a conscience, from his sheer personal
respect he had turned away from that midst of
smiling, black-haired sirens, the lewd flower-girls,
and the unctuous entertainers, and had come back
to the bosom of his rude home, clean and whole-
some, with his brow held high, to become the pro-
genitor of a family in which, through one single
member, the leadership of a great part of the
world would eventually be involved.
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